The Tragedte of Hamlet 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Bam. But where was this? 

Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watcl 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Hora. My Lord I did. 

But anfvyere made it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head, and did addrelTe ° 

It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crewe loude. 

And at the found ic flirunk in haft away 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Bum. Tis very ftrange. 

Bora. As I doe liue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
1 o let you knoweofit. 

Ham. Indeede Sirs but this troubles me* 
riojd you the watch to night i 
•All. We doe my Lord! 

Bam. Arm’d lay you ? 

•All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Bam. From top to toe ? 

•All. MyLord from head to foote. 

Bum. Then fa we you not his face . 

„° ra ' pj es roy Lord , he wore his beauer vp. 

Bunt. What look’chefrownino-ly* ^ 

Bora. Nay very pale. 

Bam. And fixt his eyes vpon you f 
Hora. Moftconrtantly. 

Bam. I would I had beene there. 

Boru. Not when I lavv t. 

Bam. His beard was gnLl’d, no. 
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Prince of Denmark?. 

Ham. I will watch to nigh 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. I warn’t it will. . 

Ham. Ifit aflume my noble fathers perfon. 

He fpeake to it though hell it felfe ihould gape 
And bid me hold my peace i I pray you all 
If) oh haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence Bill, 

And what fomeuer els fliall hap to night, 

Giueitan vnderftandingbut no tongue, 

I will requite your loues,fofarre you well.- 
Vppon the platforme t wixt a leauen and twelfe 
Ilevifireyou. 

v4ll. Our dutie to your honor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues , as mine to you, farwell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would t|he night were come. 

Till then fit Bill my foule, fonde deedes will rife 

Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. Exit. 

Enter Laertes, and Opbeliabis SiHer. 

Lacr. My necelTaries are inbarckt, farwell. 

And lifter, as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay,in afsiftant doe notfleepe 
But let me heere from you. 

Opbe. Doe you doubt that ? 

Lacr. For fZWer, and the trifling of his fauour. 

Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood 
A Violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanenr,fweete, not lafting, 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe. Nomorebutfo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not growe alone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the minde and foule 
Growes wide withall , perhapes he loues you now. 

And now no foylenor cautell doth belmirch 
The vertuc of his will, but you muft feare, 
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